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TM DURANGU KID 




DURANSO'S A REAL DESPERATE VNRl.NQW 
ff0flOy»6F«rSENTS /HE BROKE/ WE'RE 
OAIL LAST MONTH AN' WUZ LAST < SITTIN' , 
SEEN HEADIN 1 THIS WAY. I'M OFWD J SOMEPLACE.' 
SARTIN' HE'S THUH HOMBRE 
WE'RE LOOKIN'FER/ 




HEY/AIN'T THI5A PIECE ) RIGHT.' HE'S GITTIM' ' 

O'LUCK, BOSS BARTON ?<TMUH BLAME FER WHUT 

THET DURANGOS WORTH j WE /W/MAKES THINGS 

A FORTUNE TL1H US/ A. REAL EASY- HAW-HAW! 




Tilt DURANGO KID 



w 



WAL. IT SHORE 
AIN'T EASY KEEPN 
ALL THEM STAGES. 

MOSSES AN' 
PASSENGERS AT THUH 
. IDEOUT/I DUNNO 
WHY WE OEST CfllN'T 
TAKE THUH MONEY 
1 AN' LET THEM 

PAS5ENGER<" 



WERE KEEP|N"EM AT THUH 
HIDEOUT SO THAR WONT BE ANY 
CLUES OR EVIDENCE AG'IM US/ 
LET MB DO THUH THIMKlM', 
IDAHO. WE'LL 500)51 MAKE OUK 
PILE AM' CLEAR, OUT- ' 



%ATER THAT PAr... A BLACK- CLOTh <£D FIGURE 
COMES RIDiNG INTO TOWN-. 




HOP YORE HOSSES AM 
RIDE WITH THET POSSE, IDAHO 
TAKE TWO OTHER BOYS 
WITH YOU. MAKE SORE 

THEY DONT CATCH 
iter DURANGO. ' 



r right /thet U, [ Meanwhile, durango streaks through 




THt 0URAN60 KID 




STRANGE - I KNOW ^ HEY, IDAHO, 
THEY SAW ME/ NOW HERE J SEEN A.NYTHIN 
COMES THE REST OF THE J OF THET DURANGO 

P05SE, DOUBLING BACK.' jflj^ HOMBRE 




'THIS LOOKS LIKE THE 
{ PLACE, ALL RIGHT- ACCORDING 
TO MY INSTRUCTIONS.. 



THE DUHAN60 KID 



NOW, EVERYBODY \ 
THINKS YUH'&G , 
THUH R0AU/UJtNI7 
WHUT DID THEM *- 
H0LDUP5.THET0U6HTA 
MAKE THUH REAL - 
OWLH00TS DROP THEIR 
y GUARD A BIT/ * 


1 THINK 
THEY'VE 
DROPPED 
. THEIR. 
) GUARD 

(already, 

) SHERIFF.. 


.*ri4f f 1 





THAT HOMBRE IN ^< WHY, 
THg CHECKGRFP HAT- 1 THOSE 
AND HIS BUDDIES-/ GUYS 
SAWME THIS "XWERE 
AFTERNOON. BUT THEY) BUCK 
SENT YOU OFF THE/BARTON'S 
WRONG WAY/ f\ MEN. 




THE DUHANGO KID 



What night! a mob filled with 
lynch fury, h0wl5 outside the 
sheriff's office...t 

■Jgolly.this 15 




THt bURAMO KID 




THE DURANCO KID 




THE DURANCO KID 




IT'S A GOOD GUESS, STEVE. 
SEE THAT "ft" ENGRAVED 
IN THIS CORNER? THAT'S 
POPREMSEN'S 5IGNATURE- 
AND MY HUNCH 15 THAT 
IT'5 HIS WAYOFSIGNAL- 



MY GUESS IS TH1S-A COUNTER- 
FEITING GANG HAS KIDNAPPED 
POP REMSEN AND 15 FORCING 
HIM TO TURN OUT HOT MONEY 
FOR THEM. YOUR JOB IS TO FlWD 
HIM AND -5MASH THAT —^ 
COUNTERFEIT RING / J 





THE DURANGO KID 



%EVERAL DAYS LATER, AFTER HARD TRAVELING.. 

SOLLY, I'M TIRED/ ] LOOKS ABANDONED TO ME, 
RECKON WE KIN / MULEY. BUT LETS 30 UP AND 

FRESHEN UP A BIT (SEE . AT LEAST IT'LL BE SHELTER 

AT THET RANCH \ FOR THE NIGHT AMD THERE 

BEFORE WE HIT J MIGHT BE A WELL WHERE WE 

■ TOWN ? rrtS^*- — r CAN WASH UP, 




WE BURAHGO KIP 



%FEW CAVS LATER.AT SAM 3UD50NS GAMBLING HALL 
IN BiG ROCK... STEVE AND MULEY PLACE A FEW BETS. 




THE DURAN60 KID 



r ALL RISHT, BOYS, LAY OFF/ NICE K NOTH !NG 
I WORK, MISTER. I COULD USE YOU IN JDOINS. I 
■ MY OUTFIT. HOW ABOUT IT ? rf WORK 
.ALONE. 




^PLENTY, SHERIFF/ I THINK CM )OH-0H-OH. 

■) ONTO THAT COUNTERFEITING J 50 THAT'S 

( RINSTHISTIME.I'LLBE <HI5GAME. 

•) CLOSING IN ON THEM TONIGHT, ) WAIT TILL 
SO YOU HAVE YOUR POSSE y THE BOSS MAN 
.SADDLED AND READY FOR 5 HEARS ABOUT 
ACTION. 




WND/AN JOE BURNS UP THE TRAIL BACK7Q JWW5 
GAMBLING HALL 



J BLAZES -A DEPUTY MARSHAL/ 
AND 1 FELL RIGHT INTO THE TRAP/ IT'S TIME TO 
PULL OUT, BOYS -THE 1 LAW5 ON OUR TRAIL. BUT 
BEFORE WE X)Q-/'M GOM6 TOF/MSHTHAT 
—t DEPUTY MARSHAL- AMD OLD MAM 




Wl DURANCO W 




THE DUKANeO KID 




THt DURANGO KID 




HOLD IT, EVERYBODY/AIN'T 
NOBODY SITTIWOUTA HYflR 
WiTHOUT'M HE GOT HAND- 
CUFFS ON.'SOODWORI 
DURflNGO/ 




fMEXTDAY— | TOO 8ADYUH) WELL, MAYBE I'LL GET 

MISSED ALL/INOU THE EXCITEMENT 

THUH FUN, STEVE. THE ■< NEXT TIME- SO LONG, 





IP MAPNESS 



THEY called him Old Pete. That was the 
only name he had. the only name he 
needed. From the headwaters of the Pecos 
River to the Milk River range in Montana, 
he had roved the plains and mountains, 
searching for gold. He knew the deserts, and 
he knew the waterholes. And now Old Pete 
had reached his goal. His bulging sacks were 
crammed with a fortune in the elusive yel- 
low metal. 

He chortled to himself. "Heh-heh! Dog- 
gone if I ain't went and done it! Found me 
as rich a vein of the stuff as anybody ever 
saw!" 

He halted the burro to check the leather 
thongs that held the worn canvas sacks that 
hung heavy on the Arizona pack saddle. 

"A whole fortune, all for myself. Yessirree- 
bob! There's nobody as can out-dress or out- 
spend Old Pete from now on! I found my 
pile, and I aim to have me some fun!" 

It was close to noon when the three riders 
rein-sawed their horses to a stop. Old Pete 
had watched them for an hour as they quar- 
tered across the desert toward him. He waved 
a hand in greeting, studying them with wise 
old eyes, seeing the low-hung Colts, the wear 
and dust of long, fast travel, the dried foam 
on the horses' sleek sides. 

"Howdy, gents," Old Pete said. "You hom- 
bres 're a mite off the trail, ain't yuh? Yuh're 
cow-ropers." 

The tallest of the three, a man with heavy 
shoulders and with a reddish scar zigzagging 
across his lower jaw, nodded glumly. "Lost 
our way. Pop. I reckon you ain't lost. You 
old prospectors know these deserts like they 
were yore own hand. Mind if we ride with 
yuh?" 

Old Pete grunted. He liked loneliness. It 
didn't suit him to have three cold-eyed men 
riding side by side with him as he hit in 
toward River Gap. But he said. "Suit yer- 
selves. But I got to walk. I ain't rich enough 
to ride a bronc!" Old Pete chuckled in his 
thro&t .as he plodded on through the sand. 

He did not see the three men exchange 
quick glances at that triumphant .chuckle; 
did not see the eyes harrow, in suspicion as 
they ran over the oack-saddle, over the 
bulging sacks strapped to the Siint Andrew's 
cross on the cross-buck. Their lips narrowed, 
and they pulled their Stetsons lower over 
their sunrbaked faces and rode with their 
shoulders hunched to the blistering heat. 



Heavy Colts revolvers bobbed at their hips, 
and the dull brown stocks of Winchester .44- 
40s nodded gently at their horses' every step. 

The men rode into the heat and the sun- 
light, breathing air that seemed cooked in 
an oven, feeling the noonday sun drain at 
their bodies, hunting out the moisture and 
the sweat, evaporating it before it could 
form on their chests and foreheads. Even 
Old Pete grunted his approval of them, 
along about sundown. They, like himself, 
were of the desert breed. 

"Yuh hombres ain't no tenderfeet. Yuh 
been around. Give me a hand with these 
packs," he told them. "I'll whup up some 
supper." 

The three men were silent, even while the 
savory odors filtered from Old Pete's cook- 
ing pan and into the cool night air. They sat 
cross-legged, near their saddles, while their 
mounts stood less than five feet behind them, 
ground-reined on the sand. Their cold eyes 
noted that Old Pete's worn canvas sacks 
were equally close to him while he cooked 
with his skillet. 

When they were through eating, they 
pulled Wheeling stogies from their pockets, 
and offered him one. Old Pete took it, turn- 
ing it in his fingers. "A poor man's Corona- 
Corona," he nodded. "Some day I'll have all 
the Coronas I want." 

"Strike it rich, Pop?" asked the young 
one, a slim, wiry youth who wore a black 
shirt with pearl buttons, and levis so dark 
blue that they appeared to match the shirt. 
His Colts' butt-plates were mother-of-pearl. 
Old Pete had him tabbed as a dude. 

"Nope," said Old Pete. "But I still got 
hopes." 

The man with the jcar laughed and ges- 
tured at the bulging canvas sacks. "Bet yuh 
plenty yuh got gold right there in them 
sacks, Pop," he grinned. 

"Nope. Nope, I ain't,," almost shouted Old 
Pete. "You stay away from them sacks!" 

The man with the scar chuckled, and got 
to his feet. "Sure, Pop. Anything you say," 
But under the wide brim of his Stetson, his 
eyes touched briefly on the hard faces of his 
companions. Both of them nodded imper- 
ceptibly. They sat and watched Old Pete 
drag his sacks off to one side of the campfire, 
where he sat, muttering and mumbling to 
himself. 

The three men finished their cigars in 
silence, then rose almost as one man. and 
walked twenty feet away. Old Pete never 
took his -eyes -from them as they unrolled 
their blankets, lay down on them, and with 
a deft twist, wrapped themselves up like bugs 
in cocoons. 

The old man sat for hours, staring into the 
dying embers of the fire. He felt the cold 
chill of the night air go through him, Likt 



THE DURANCO KID 



the cold of the grave, he thought. He was 
marked for death. He knew the signs. Their 
chuckles and their light talk did not fool 
him. They knew he carried gold in those 
sacks. They meant to take it. 

Old Pete sighed. The desert breed did not 
whimper. He thought of the desert and her 
moods, almost the moods of a woman in their 
quick change. Those who lived on the desert, 
like the horned toad and the cactus rat, made 
the desert a very comfortable place. Know- 
ing what its plants had to offer, they ate and 
drank where there seemingly was no food 
or, water. 

He lifted his head. His eyes were hard and 
cold. He stared at the three motionless 
shapes. He got to his feet and went away 
from them, fifty, then one hundred, then four 
hundred feet. When he found what he 
wanted he went to work, taking his long 
knife from its sheath, and using it. 

Dawn came up in a blaze of red fire that 
tinted the sand and the soto! shrubs with 
blood. Here and there the blunt stems of an 
ocotillo stood up beside the giant's fingers 
of a saguaro cactus. The maguey plant thrust 
its spiked leaves upward beside the low 
reaves, of the soap plant. The desert was 
wakening under the touch of the sun's rays. 

From where he knelt over his fire, Old 
Pete watched the three men unroll them- 
selves, stretch, and walk across toward him, 
shaking their blankets free of sand. The man 
with the jaw-scar came to stand in front of 
Old Pete, "How far are we from River Gap, 
Pop?" he wanted to know. 

"Not far," said Old Pete. "'Bout thirty 
mile as the hawk flies." 

The man with the scar nodded. "I reckon 
yuh know who we are." His voice came hard 
and cold. "Mebbe yuh don't know our faces, 
but yuh sure know we ain't cowpokes." 

"Yore hands are too soft to know 'bout 
lassos an' brandin' irons," nodded Old Pete. 
"Yuh know more 'bout cards an' guns than 
yuh do 'bout honest work." 

The scarfaced man chuckled. "You use 
yore eyes — like we do." 

Old Pete looked up sharply, fighting down 
the fear that jcrept up from his guts and out 
through his throat to his trembling lips. The 
man with the scar said, "Open those sacks!" 

"No, by — !" 

The man whirled him, a hand to his shoul- 
der, sending him ten feet away and into the 
sand. The youth with the black shirt dropped 
his right hand and lifted a Colt, holding it 
aimed at Old Pete's middle. The man with 
the scar upended a sack on his saddle blanket. 
A score of big gold nuggets tumbled out. The 
youth with the'black shirt swore in awe. 

Old Pete jumped while their eyes were 
fastened, to his nuggets. His hands dove for 



the gun that the youth held, wrestling for 
it. The third man moved swiftly, circling 
around behind Old Pete. His Colt was held 
in his right hand. He shot once, twice, -three 
times. Old Pete jerked convulsively, and fell 
forward, face down. 

The man with the scar appraised him with 
his eyes, and nodded. He swept up the nug- 
gets and replaced them in the canvas sacks. 
"He'll never talk now. He can't do anything 
to us. We'll hit for River Gap. It's only thirty 
miles away . .. ." 

Sheriff Luke Herbert bent over the dead 
man lying face down in the desert sand. 
He glanced up at the sun, and made a swift 
calculation. He shook his head. Old Pete had 
been dead many hours, now. No time to get 
htm in to River Gap. He had to be buried 
here, with stones over him to mark his grave. 

He was unstrapping his short-handled 
spade when he saw the three men staggering 
toward him across the blazing sands. At first 
they were dots moving erratically, then they 
grew larger, and larger. The sheriff put a 
hand on his holstered gun, and waited. 

When they were within fifty feet, he knew 
them. He had seen the reward dodgers for 
these three killers who had come down into 
the New Mexico deserts from the Utah, bad- 
lands. They were badly exhausted. Their 
tongues were black, swollen. Their lips were 
cracked. They need water, he thought swift- 
ly. His eyes took in the canteens fastened to 
their saddlehorns. Men without water travel 
in a circle on the desert. 

A man with a scar on his jaw croaked, 
"Water . . . water . . . water , . ." 

When the sheriff saw the sacks, he guessed 
the rest — especially when the boy in the 
black shirt saw the dead man and began to 
laugh with shrill hysteria in his voice, point- 
ing down at him, staggering around weakly. 

"Water . . . water.. . ." mumbled the man 
with the scar, clawing at his throat. "We'll 
tell yuh . . . only . . . give us . . . water! We 
did him in. The gold . . . was his. He told 
us . . . River Gap only thirty miles away. 
We shot him . . . took gold. But he got us 
. . . got us . . . like the desert breed he is!" 

The sheriff went to a big canteen and put 
it to his lips. He spat out the soapy water. 
The other man nodded. "He must've hacked 
up the roots of a soap plant . . . Indians use 
'em fer soap. Dropped 'em in our canteens. 
Jogging of the horses stirred soap-plant roots 
an' water ..." 

The sheriff nodded. A man can't drink 
soapy water under a desert sun. It would get 
him after a while, as it had these killers. 
"There's an old sayin' around these parts that 
the desert takes care of its own," he told 
them, as he drew out his handcuffs and 
walked toward them. . . . 

— THE END. — 




ALL THESE STARS AVAILABLE /Vp? BE THE FIRST TO GET YOUR 

CHECK Y*OUR FAVORITES! flEi* FAVORITE BASEBALL STARS ON 

^^i% BIS 4" x 6" FULL-COLOR PHOTO 

DECALSI AUTOGRAPHED! EASY TO 

STICK ON ANYTHING, ANYWHERE 



□ 70-A Alii. Reynold 
G 70-E Ed Lopet 

□ 70-C Larry Barra 
D 70-D Vie Reiehi 

n ?0-E Gerry Coleman 

□ 70-F Phil Rinuto 

□ 70-5 Mictey Mantle 
Q 71-A Mai Parnell 
Q7I-B TedWIIIIami 
O 71-C Tad William. 

□ 71-E Billy Goodman 
D-7I-F DomDiMeggio 
D 71.G Diclt Garner* 
D 71-H Hoot Even 

n 72-B Hal Nawhouier 



fj 7e-C Bobby Shanti - 
D 77-A Richie A.hburn 
O 77-B Ralph Kiner 
Q 77-C Curt Simmoni 

□ 78-A Bobby Thomion 
D 7B-B Afcrin Dart 

Q 7S-C S«l Maglla 

□ 78-D Larry Jaman 

□ 78-E Will!. May. 
□'T|| Monte IrvTn 

□ 78-G Whitey Loclman 
O 79-A Sil Hodgei 

Q 79-B "PeeWae" R*a» 
D 79-C Roy Campanalla 

□ 79 T D Don Newt 



Here are some, ways to u 
these swell decols. . . . 



ON LUNCH BOXES * 
.ROUND MIRROR-! 



□ 72-E Fred Hutchinion O "-E Dule Snider 
D 73-B Billy Pierce D W-F Preacher Ro. 

□ 73-C Eddie Robimon Q 7 '-® JacV * "obinion 
P 73-D Al Carraiquel Q 80-A Eddie Miblt 

□ 73-E Ore.te. Minoio □ 80-B Dutch Leonard 

□ 73-G Nellie Foi D M -C Ran.om Jaelion 

□ 73-H Sam Male □ 80-D Bob Ruih 
LI 74-A Larry Doby □ 80-E Hanr Sauer 

□ 74-B Al Roian Q 80-F Phil CavareHa 

□ 74-C Bob Lemon □ 80-G Warren Heeker 

□ 74-D Jim Hagan □ 81-A Red Schoendienit 
O 74-E Bob Feller □ 81-C CI if Ch a rob en 

□ 74-F Dale Mitchell □ Sl-D En oi Slaughter 

□ 76-A GuiZernial O »'- E Stan MmTal 

□ 74.B Farri.Fain □ 81-F StanMwial 

□ Bl-G Garry Stalay 

BASEBALL STARS, Dept. D Rm. 301 
1 1 PARK PLACE. NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 





NKING GLASSES * BOOKS 
*TE CASES * LOCKERS 



LAMP SHADES 
SCHOOL-BAGS • "BIKES 
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-enclosed for -Baseball Stars 



This offer expires 0ec]S>i3 
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BASEBALL BATS 

BULLETIN'BOARDS 



FRAMEP.ON WALL 
WITH COLORED 
TAPE 



Just put an X in the bo* beside the name of e 
player you select, and we'll mail them to you 
promptly. You get. 6 for $1.00. 13 for $2.00. or 20 
for $3.00. (If you want 6 decals of the same player, 
put a 6 in the box beside his name.) 



BASEBALL STARS, DEPT. D, ROOM 301 
II PARK PLACE, NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 



THE PURANCQ KID 




NOTHING. )YOURE RIGHT, SI /AN' 
THAT IS- j DON'T FERGIT THUH 
E*ZZVJ/Dt/MN60KIDf WE 

THUH ^\ GOTTA GIT RID O' 



J WELL GIT RID OF 'EM, 
■^ ALL RIGHT. YOU HOMSREsl. 
SHORE TERMED UP WITH 6RAIMS 
WHEN YUH TEAMED UP WITH SI 
> STOWE/TAKEALOOKATT/y/S-X 



//^y/THET'S 3ESTY RIGHT/ 
LIKE THE OUTFIT NOUJ-HERE'S 
DURANGO WEARS// MY PLAN . 




Wl DURAN60 KID 



%iATER., BEHIND IT-IE SHERIFF'S OFFICE 




THE DUKAHQO KID 




TUl DURANGO KID 




THl DUKAH60 KID 




&T THAT MOMENT; AT A CAVE IN THE HILLS — 



DONT LET ANY OF THESE PRISONERS) SHORE HOPE 
GET FWSTIOU, MULE Y. I'VE GOT A <YUH KNOW WHU1 
FEELING THAT TODAY WILL BE THE) YUH!RE CON; 



fi\ 5AW?r TIME LATER. 


. SI STOME'S MEM / IS® 


TTTIMfl ■ 1 I TV =3 


■f 1 THINK THIS IS SjKL 


JSP* 


SSg: IT! £-****%£%**? 


Sr^T^ 


iQk- ^r 


SB wf ■' H 


IS 






WURfiNGO BRINGS HIS PRISONER TO THE HIDEOUT.. . 



WHU-WHUTC STANDSTILL-! OUST ^1 5W07 - THE OUTLINE OF 'A MftN'S ) NOT BAD AT ALL. NOW LET? SEE 
YUH GONNA j WANT TO PRACTICE A LITTLE \FflCE. GUESS ITS THE ARTIST IN < IF I CAN SHOOT A LITTLE 
ME - OR IT MIGHT BE THAT I'" 





THE OURANGO KIP 



NO ! NO ! NO MORE ! 

ili TALK - IT WUZ SI STONE / 
HE WANTED TUH BE SHERIFF AN' 

RUN THUH TOWN/ ALL US 
DEPUTIES 15 hIRED GUN5LINGERS- 
St HIRED US FER THUH GOB. 

BUT I AIN'T HURT NOSODY- 
HONEST- 



WE HEAPO \SO TWflr/HOWJTWUZ; 
THET-BVERYj'WWrU- I GIT MUH HANDS 
WORD 



--^THAT'S WHY I HAD TO 
KIDNAP YOU MEW AND BRING 
YOU HERE. YOU WERE ALL 
AGAINST ME -THIS WASTHE 
ONLY WAY I COULD GET VOU 
-y TO HEAR THE TRUTH /y 




THE DURAN60 KID 
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THE MAGIC PLANT 

With each bowl comes a beautiful coloV book with the 
Jack and the Beanstalk story. Also nine full-color 
cut-outs, up to 8" high, including Jack's Mother, 
Cottage* Cow, Cow's Owner, Beans, Giant, Hen 
and Golden Egg, and Harp, all on stand-up 
bases. Jack is designed to hang on bean- 
stalk to look as though he's climbing 




JUST ADD WATER 
AND WATCH 
IT GROW! 




JACK AND THE BEANSTALK ROOM 301 
1 1 PARK PLACE, NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 


$ enclosed 


DEPT. D 


MA'UP 










ThiS ctfer expires Cfec 1953 


NO C.O.D.s 



JACK and flaw- ' J «'»T^' 
BEANSTALK d ept d room 301 

I PARK PLACE. NEW YORK 7. N. Y 
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Anp from where poes this hatep man-smell 
come? from si bann/s, renegape briti* ' 
— arch enemy of dan brand.'/ 

SOT him IN MY SIGHTS AT LAST 
-THAT BLA5TEP WOLF'S BEEN 

, TRAILING ME FOR TWO 
PAYS, HOWLIC " 
THAT EV6RV 
(JlSHT. 




. rtlt OUKANCO KID 



A BULLET IMBEPP6P IN H15 
5H0ULPER, THE WHITE WOLF 
GOES IN SEARCH OF A HIPlNG PLACE 



MANV A TIME THE VALIANT WHITE 
WOLF HAS SENT THE BEAR HOWL- 
INS HOMEWARR LICKING HIS 
WOUNPS. BUT HOW, BALU IS 
WEAK ANP WDUNPEP. THE BEAR 
SMELLS BLODP— AND VENGEANCE! 




r CAREFUL, BR&THEI?, 


>„i7 


* CAREFUL, ~\ 


HE'S DANGEROUS! 




YOURSELF'. Jk 


HJpNS|y4 


'"'3 


>rr 3i 

ml 


pi 


wii ^mik 








Clira 




m\\§ 


Vf$i 






L'H 








04 




'J?«i 
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NO BEAST IS A MATCH FOR THE MIGHTIEST HUNTERS 
IN ALL THE FOREST— PAN BRANP ANP Tl PI — ■ 
WOOP6WEN SUPREME. 1 
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TMl DURANSO KID 
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Take Easy Orders For 
STUART GREETING CARDS 

Why not get all those things your heart is set on 
with money you earn by yourself! You can do it 
quickly and easily in your spare time! All you do is 
show our gorgeous greeting card samples for 
Christinas, birthdays and other year 'round occa- 
sions. We send you the samples on approval. Friends, 
neighbors, relatives, almost everybody buys on sight. 
You make sensational cash profits— fast! 

YOU NEED NO EXPERIENCE TO EARN! 

Exciting new 21-Card Christmas Assortment at $1 
is a bargain that sells itself. Yet you keep up to 50f- 
of each $1 as your quick, cash profit. Sell 100 boxes 
to folks you know and $50 is jours.' Low-priced 
Name-Imprinted Christmas Cards, All-Occasion 
Assortments, Stationery and many other fast-sellers 
make still more money for yoj 



GET SAMPLES ON 
FREE TRIAL! 

.lend no money! We'll 
send you saleable sample 
assortments on approval 
for FREE TRIAL. Act 
fast and we'll al3o include 
Samples of Person- 
alized money-makers 
FREE. Just fill out and 
mail coupon. 



STUART GREETINGS, INC., Dept. 425 
335 W. Randolph St., Chicago 6, 111. 

YES! I want to ear 




If for a e!ub, give its name above. 



HOW TO FIX 

mpmofwum 



QUICKC" 




■y ES, it's easy as 

any "fix-it" job on any car 
whether it's a simple carburetor 
adjustment or a complete 
haul. Just look up the job in the 
index of MOTOR'S New AUTO 
REPAIR MANUAL. Turn to 
pages covering job. 
Follow the clear, illus- 
trated step -by -step in- 
structions. Presto— the 

No guesswork ! MO- 
TOR'S Manual takes 
nothing for granted. Tells you 
where to start. What tools to use. 
Then it leads you easily and quick- 
ly through the entire operation! 
Orir 2.S00 Picturn! So Com- 
plete, la Simplt, Yob CAN'T Go Wrong! 
BRAND-NEW REVISED Edi- 
tion covers everything you need to 
know to repair 907 car models. 850 
giant pages, 2500 "This-Is-How" 
pictures. Over 200 "Quick-Check" 
charts— more than 37,000 essential 
repair specifications. Over 227,000 
service and repair facts. Instruc- 
tions and pictures are so clear you 
can't go wrong! 



Even a gres 
do a good job 



hi this 
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one handy indexed 
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Try Book FUtl 7 Days 
SEND NO MON- 
EY! Just mail coupon! 
When the postman 
brings book, pay him 
nothing. First, make 
it show you what it's 
got! Unless you agree 

time- saver and work- 




- return book in 7 




Mail coupon today! i 




Boofc Depl., Desk 1 
^ 88 , 250 West 55th | 





BOYS.'GlflLS! 
LADIES! 
MEN! 




